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April 18, Tuesday. Details in regard to the funeral,
which takes place on the 19th, occupied general attention
and-little else than preliminary arrangements and con-
versation was done at the Cabinet-meeting. From every
part of the country comes lamentation. Every house, al-
most, has some drapery, especially the homes of the poor,
Profuse exhibition is displayed on the public buildings
and the dwellings of the wealthy, but the little black
ribbon or strip of black cloth from the hovel of the poor
negro or the impoverished white is more touching.

I have tried to write something consecutively since the
horrid transactions of Friday night, but I have no heart
for it, and the jottings down are mere mementos of a
period, which I will try to fill up when more composed,
and I have leisure or time for the task.

Sad and painful, wearied and irksome, the few preceding
incoherent pages have been written for future use, for the
incidents are fresh in my mind and may pass away with
me but cannot ever be by me forgotten.

[April 19.] The funeral on Wednesday, the 19th, was
imposing, sad, and sorrowful. All felt the solemnity, and
sorrowed as if they had lost one of their own household,
By voluntary action business was everywhere suspended,
and the people crowded the streets.

The Cabinet met by arrangement in the room occupied
by the President at the Treasury. We left a few minutes
before meridian so as to be in the East Room at precisely
twelve o'clock, being the last to enter. Others will give
the details.

I rode with Stanton in the procession to the Capitol,
The attendance was immense. The front of the procession
reached the Capitol, it was said, before we started, and
there were as many, or more, who followed us. A brief
prayer was made by Mr. Gurley in the rotunda, where we
left the remains of the good and great man we loved so well,
Returning, I left Stanton, who was nervous and full of
orders, and took in my carriage President Johnson and